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And One Ghost 


Author's Notes: 

When Layne passed away, Jerry took his cat, Sadie, in Sadie initially belonged to Demri. She would have been 
about IO years old when Layne passed in 2002. Sadie was with Jerry from 2002 to about 2010, when she 
passed away at the age of I8. 


Here is a photo of Jerry and Sadie together. 


Jerry stood in the center of his bedroom at the ranch. He had just arrived home from Seattle. Jet lag, hunger, 
sadness, guilt, anger, confusion all raged through his veins, making his head throb in pain. As he stood still, 
staring at the carrier sitting on the bed, another soul racked in pain let loose with the most wretched, awful- 
sounding howl. 


The cat belonged to Layne and, before him, Demri. Jerry had no idea how old she was. He seemed to remember 


Layne giving Demri a kitten at some point, but couldn't remember how long ago that was. Sadie was definitely 


full grown now. Nancy said she couldn't take the cat as it would remind her too much of Layne. Nobody else 
seemed to want Sadie and there were rumblings about taking her to a shelter. No, Jerry couldn't allow that. He 
knew it would only add to his overwhelming sense of guilt. He knew, in some tiny way, he owed it to Layne. 
Besides all that, he simply couldn't bear to see the cat uprooted and hauled off to some cold, unfriendly place. 


Jerry went out and bought a carrier and the seat next to him on the plane and he brought Sadie home. 


Sadie was coiled up tighter than a spring, pressing her little body against the back of the carrier. Her howl 
started out as a low, quiet rumble and grew louder and louder. Jerry's skin crawled and he raised his hands to 
his ears. When the howling ceased, he lowered himself to his knees and knelt at the edge of the bed, slowly 
raising his hands to the crate and opening the door. The cat inside trembled and flattened her ears, hissing at 
Jerry. 


"| know, Sadie. | know." He murmured as he sat back on his heels. 


For a long time, the pair just seemed to stare at one another. Finally, when Jerry heard his father calling for 
him, he rose and left the room, purposely leaving the door open to give the cat an opportunity to come out of 


the crate if she decided to. 


When Jerry returned to the room, he found the carrier empty, but there was no sign of Sadie anywhere. He 
checked the closet and under his bed, calling her name, but the cat had clearly found a hiding place and wasn't 
ready to come out yet. Jerry's heart was heavy, wondering what kinds of things the cat could tell him about 
her former owner, his former best friend. In his bathroom, he set up a cat box and bowls of dry food and 
water for Sadie. Once more, he called her name, shaking a box of treats. Still, Sadie wasn't in the mood to make 


friends yet. 

In the pitch-black dark of night, Jerry lay on his back, wide awake, memories of Layne flickered like a slide 
show through his head. Every memory sweeter than the last, until he came to the last few images. Layne was 
so ill, so sick with addiction and depression that he was nearly unrecognizable to Jerry. The man he'd grown up 
with and shared so much of his life with was nowhere to be found Did that make it easier to walk away, 


believing he was walking away from a stranger rather than his best friend? 


From somewhere in the dark, Jerry heard a little rustle. A moment later, he heard the tell tale crunch of the 


cat finding the bowl of food. 
"That's a girl, Sadie" He whispered. "Good kitty.” 
The slideshow ceased and Jerry closed his eyes, rolling onto his side with a soft sigh. 


In the morning, he awoke to find the cat sitting in the bathroom doorway, eyes very alert and watching his 


every move. 


"Good morning, Sadie." Jerry greeted her. 


As soon as he stood up and took a step toward her, however, the cat darted past his feet and under the bed 
"Okay, then. No rush." 


For several days, the pair acknowledged each other's existence, but did little else to become friends. Jerry 
made sure Sadie had food and water, made sure her box was clean, greeted her in the morning, and spoke to 
her out loud, whether he knew where she was or not. Sadie would sometimes make herself visible and watch 
Jerry. Sometimes, she would hide all day long, only to come out and eat at night. He was beginning to know her 


habits and feel an odd sense of comfort, knowing Sadie was nearby. 


"Sadie," He began, scooping the last of the bag of food into the bowl. "You're out of food, kitty. Did you like 
this? What did Layne used to feed you?" He smiled softly. "I'm sure you got the prime rib while he ate the Cat 


Chow, didn't you? Yeah, that sounds like him." And suddenly, Jerry was struck with sadness once more. 

He sat back against the vanity with his knees bent and one hand holding up his head. Jerry sniffled as he 
brought his knees in tighter against his chest, wrapping his arms around them and resting his forehead against 
them. He sat still, trying to collect himself, when he felt a soft head rub against his hand. Jerry held his 
breath for a moment, resisting the urge to lift his head. Instead, he let the cat move around him. 

"Good girl, Sadie," He whispered. "I know you miss him, too. | know he loved you a lot, didn't he?" 

A second later, the cat was standing on top of the vanity above his head, leaning over and sniffing his hair. As 
slowly as he could, Jerry moved to stand up and turn around. To his surprise, Sadie didn't run away. She 
merely sat down and gave him a curious meow. He reached out and let her sniff his fingers, which she did for 


a second before jumping down and running off. 


Jerry was standing at the sink in the kitchen, about to raise a mug of coffee to his lips when the felt Sadie 
nudge his leg. He smiled as he sipped the coffee. Jerry pulled the mug back and groaned, 


"Sadie, that's some hot coffee." 

She answered him with a meow. 

"| know. | should have known. You're right." 

Jerry, Sr entered the kitchen and the cat silently took off. "Talking to yourself now?" 

Jerry smiled and wound his arm around his father's shoulders. "No, Dad. Just the resident ghosts again" 
"Got plenty of those around here, don't we, boy?" 


Jerry nodded. "More than you know." 


It was a thought Jerry wouldn't be able to shake off: talking to ghosts. The more he thought about it, the 
more Sadie allowed him to get closer to her, it seemed the more Jerry was beginning to see Layne in her, 


which he thought was insane. She's just a cat, he reasoned and chalked it up to the grief he was feeling. 


Jerry awoke one more and rolled over to find Sadie on the pillow beside him, staring at him. He started and 
pulled back, staring at the cat. "Jesus, Sadie. | guess it's safe to say you feel at home around here now." He 
turned onto his back and rubbed his palms over his face. 


When Jerry tucked his arms under his head, Sadie stood up and tentatively stepped onto his chest. Jerry held 
his breath as she moved, ultimately laying down and curling up, facing away from him in bold gesture of trust. 
Before long, she was purring with her eyes closed. Jerry brought one hand down and stroked her fur. 


"You didn't have to do this," He whispered. "We could have found help. You weren't alone. You were never alone, 
even after | left. | tried so hard, but you just kept pushing us all away." His voice caught and Jerry slowly 
brought his other hand down over his face. 


Sadie kneaded her little paws into Jerry's skin, making him wince, and purred louder. 

"I'm so sorry." Jerry continued. "| should have been there, anyway. | really should have been there, but | was 
too scared, Layne. You would have taken me under with you and | would have happily gone. | didn't want that. | 
wanted you to get well. | wanted you to knock it the fuck off and just get better.” 

He took a deep breath and sniffled, his eyes welling up with tears. Jerry blinked and they spilled over. He 
wrapped an arm around Sadie and pushed himself up to sit back against the headboard. The cat let Jerry hold 
her against his chest. He pressed his face into the fur at the back of her neck and cried. 

‘Oh, God, Layne." 


Sadie let out a low mewl and nudged her head against Jerry's shoulder. There were two broken spirits living in 


that room. And one ghost who united them. 


